CHAPTER XI

A SUICIDE PREVENTED

ONE evening I was dictating in my room at Adyar
a little later than usual, when one of our young
helpers called (by appointment) in his astral body to
accompany me on my night's round. I asked him
to wait for a few minutes while I finished the piece
of work upon which I was then engaged, so he
circled about the neighbourhood a little, and hovered
over the Bay of Bengal. Seeing a passing steamer
he swooped down upon it (in mere curiosity, as he
says) and almost immediately his attention was at-
tracted by a horrible grey aura of deep depression
projecting through the closed door of a cabin. True
to his instructions, on sight of such a distress-signal
he at once proceeded to investigate further, and on
entering the room he found a man sitting on the
side of a bunk with a pistol in his hand, which he
raised to his forehead and then laid down again.
The young helper felt that something ought to be
done promptly, but being new to tbe work he did
not quite know how to act for the best, so he was